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THE LITTLE WHITE HEARSE.

Somebody's baby was buried y

Tbe empty white bcarsc from the grave rum-

bled back,
.And the morning, somehow, seemed less smiling

and say,
.As I paused on the walk while it crossed on its

way.
And a shadow seemed drawn o'er the son's

fc, golden track.

Somebody's baby was laid out to rest,
"White as a snow-dro- p and fair to behold,

.And the soft little hands were crossed over the
breast,

.And the hands and the lips and the eyelids
were pressed

"With kisses as hot as the eyelids were cold.

'Soficbody saw it go out or her sight
Under the coffin-lid- , out of the door.

Somebody finds only darkness and blight
.AH thro' the glory of summer sunlight

Some one whose baby will waken no more.

.Somebody's sorrcw is making me weep.
I know not her name, but I echo her cry

Tor the dearly-boug- baby she longed so to
keep,

The baby that rode to its long lasting sleep
In the little white hearse that went rumbling:

by.

"J know not her name, but her sorrow I lenow.

While I paused on the crossing I lived it once
more

And back to my heart surged that river of woe
"That but in the breast of a mother can flow

For the little white hearso has been, too, at
my door.

Ella Wheeler Wilcor, in Demorest's Maga-

zine.

HIS BROTHER'S SIN.

Suffering for the Evil Deeds of An-

other.
"nave you seen Dick anywhere, Miss

Jeffries?"
"Not since last night," she replied,

4,and I was sorry enough to see him
then."

"Why, what scrape is ho in now?"
asked Gerald, who knew that his twin
"brother Dick was wild enough to get in
any kind of mischief.

"Here is father coming, and he will
tell you all about it," answered the
girl as she turned away from her ques-

tioner.
"Morning morning, Gerry," said bluff

old Captain Jeffries, "'bout ready for
jour trip?"

"Yes, all ready, but Dick hasn't been
homo all night, and I don't know what
has becomo of him. I don't want to start
short-handed- ."

"Wal, I'm dummed!"
"What has he been up to now?"' asked

Gerald, who was roally anxious.
"Wall, thoy ain't no good chasm' old

Jfick around tho stump," was the reply;
'fact is, he came up here last night

staggerin' drunk 'n I jest opened out on
liim. I told him no drunkards could
come my gal, Mollie, and I
ordered him out of tho house."

At this moment old Seth Cranbrook
joined the other two, and catching the
last words joined in the conversation.

"Talkin' 'bout Dick, I guess," ho
drawled. "Wall, I sco him poundin'
""long toward Gulf Cliff 'bout 'leven
o'clock last night."

An hour later, all the seaweed-line- d

pools and crannies were being thoroughly
examined for a long distance on eithor
sido of the cliff. At length as tho search
was about to bo abandoned, ono of tho
mer turned over a clump of seaweed
with his boat hook, and beneath it, in a
little pool, he saw what proved to bo a
"bluo cloth coat, torn and ragged from
"being ground between tho sharp stones.

Tho man hastily shoved his hand into
the breast pocket and took from it a
mass of soaking, almost pulpy papers.
"The writing on them was still legible,
although tho ink had run a good deal,
.and it needed but a glanco to read tho
address on ono of tho envelopes: "Mr. 11.

"Weston, Seabrook, Mass."
Tho corpse was never found, but it

was univorsally conceded that Richard
"Weston, in a fit of drunken anger, had
drowned himself, and his body had been
carried out to sea by something mysteri-
ously alluded to as tho "currents."

Three years passed. Seth's persist-
ence and her father's importunities at
last drov o Mollio into matrimony. The
Taptain, and in fact nearly every ono in-

terested in the fishery business, was in
the clutches of old Seth. who had grown
rapidly rich by the misfortunes of other
people. For three seasons, successively,
tho mackorol had deserted the coast and
run far north into Canadian waters. The
Canadians, in a most unncighborly
spirit, had seized boats and in other
ways molested tho American fishermen

'who had followed the fish. Gerald
Weston had been compelled to mort- -
gago his two schooners and all their
tackle to Seth, and on the very morning
of tho latter's marriago to Mollie, ho
had been unablo to pay tho interest
duc

"Wal, Weston, business is business."
said Seth, "and every man must purtect
iiniself."

It was a quiet little wedding, and tho
""bride was as pale as death itself as she
tremblingly repeated the words which
hound her to a man whom, in her heart,

-- she despised. In spite of all her efforts
'to banish it, the picture of the hand-.som-e,

dashing young fellow who had
.gone to his death for love of her was
constantly before her.

Hard-fiste- d old Seth kept his word J

--with eston, in spite of the prayers and
Temonstrances of Gerald and his
"friends.

"You kinder 'tend your own nets,"
.said Cranbrook when a deputation called
on him. "Ef you be so 'tarnal anxious
bout Gerry's business, you jest pony up

for him and I'm satisfied." Tho men
were "willing enough to help, but they

Tvero unable to do so.
"Boys," said Gerald, "it's all up. The

infernal old shark has me by the scruff
of the neck, and he's only too blamed
glad of the chance to sell me up."

Somo threatening remarks were in-
dulged in by the men, and, spurred on
py them, Weston continued:

"It's a dad-ratt- good thing for him
'fee hain't-her- e now, or I'd break every
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bone in his yaller old hide durned ef I
wouldn't."

"Serve him right, too!" chbiied in the
crowd.

"Say, fellers," he went on, "it was as
much as I could do to keep my hinds off
himthelasttimelsawhim. He'd better
keep out of my way!"

"You sock it to him, Gerry, and we'll
stand by you," suggested one of the men,
who looked very much as if he meant it.

"You go and see him, and then ef
he won't keep his hands off and do tho
decent thing by you, just lick him," was
tho advice of one of the more conserva-
tive members of tho crew.

The upshot of it all was that Gerald
grew more and more excited as the mat-

ter was discussed, and indulged in a good
many threats of "taking it out of Cran-broo-

hide," in case he refused to ex-

tend the time for payment. ,

He left the crowd at about 3 o'clock
to look for his creditor, going direct to
the "bank," as Seth's little office was
called. He was not there, so Gerald de-

termined to go to Seth's house.
Weston was a sensible fellow, after all,

and as ho thought over the matter he saw
that having lost his temper Cranbrook
would have him at a disadvantage in the
argument, and he determined to take a
roundabout walk to the house, so that ho
might cool down before the meeting took
place. On the way, strangely enough, he
only saw ono man, Jim Turner, whom he
met some three miles from Cranbrook's
place.

At about three o'clock that same after-
noon, a bronzed, sturdy looking fellow,
dressed in tho rough bluo clothing com-

monly worn by the fishermen, was seen
by two or three people entering tho lit-

tle garden in front of Cranbrook's house.
"There goes Weston," said Elijah Has-ki-

to his wife, "I guess he's goin' to
see Seth 'bout the mortgage." Every-
body in Seabrook knows all about every-
body's business. That is one of tho
charms of small places.

Mollie was alono in the house that af-

ternoon, and it was baking day. As she
came from tho pantry with a dishpanful
of flour, some one opened tho kitchen
door without tho formality of knocking.
Expecting to seo Mrs. Haskins, she
turned quickly towards the door.

"Richard!" she cried, "Richard my
God! Can it bo you?" and before Rich-
ard Weston could catjh her she had
dropped tho pan of flour, reeled and fal-
len unconscious.

Whe'n sho recovered her senses she
found herself in Dick's arms.

"Mollie," he whispered, "Mollie, dear-
est open your ej'es. It is I, Dick, I
havo come back to you."

For a minuto or two Mollio was dazed
by tho sudden reappearance of the lover
she had mourned as dead. Then tho
horror of the situation camo to her, and
gently repulsing him she arose and tot-
tered to the table, where, flinging her-
self into a chair, sho bowed her head
and gave way to a burst of hysterical
weeping.

For a few minutes Dick stood watch-
ing tho woman's agony. A smile of
triumph illumed his sun-bur- face and
gleamed in his dark eyes; then, striding
across the room, ho laid his hand on her
head with the old caressing motion she
remembered so well, and said:

"You havo not forgotten mo, Mollie;
you love me, you are mine."

Checking her sobs, sho replied in a
voice which had lost all its music, and
sounded hard and unnatural:

"Not yours, Dick, not yours. God
forgivo me; I am Seth Cranbrook's
wife!"

"I know that," he answered slowly
and distinctly, "his by law, but mine by
right. I am a rich man now como with
me far away from Seabrook, and wo
will bo happy together."

Mollie's eyes dilated with horror. She
arose from tho chair and throwing his
hand off her shoulder, took three slow
steps backward from him. After look-
ing him full in the face for an instant,
she said in a low voice, thrilling with
indignation:

"How daro you? now dare you. I say,
como to an honest woman and insult her
like this?"

"Nonsense, Mollie!" he said, after a
pause. "You aro the last woman in tho
world I would willingly insult. Be
reasonable. Seth stole you from mo
while I was away. He has no right to
you, for I lovo you and you love me
and you know it!"

At this moment Seth Cranbrook-stoppe-

at the open door and hoard tho last
words uttered by Dick. Before ho could
recover from his astonishment Mollie's
voice rang out with no uncertainty, no
wavering in it.

"Richard Weston!" she cried, "you
are worse than a coward, you aro a con-
temptible scoundrel to propose this dis-
honor to me! Seth Cranbrook is not here,
but I, his wife, order you to leave this
house!"

Like a whipped puppy, Dick turned
without another word. As he faced the
door he saw the white, stern face of
Cranbrook, who, with uplifted arm stood
prepared to bar his passage from the
house.

The sight of Cranbrook appeared to
madden him, and darting to the wood-bo- x

in the corner, he picked up a round
billet of beech wood, and rushed at the
old man.

Before ho could reach him. however,
Mollie flung herself upon him, scream-
ing: -

"Don't, Dick! For God's sake, don't!"
"Let me go!" yelled Weston, fiercely,

as he roughly threw her from him. Mol-
lio staggered back, stumbled over a low
stool and falling backward, came down
with a crash.

Tho scoundrel raised his billet, and
rushing at Cranbrook, attacked him at
the moment ho sprang to his wife's as-
sistance.

The struggle was a short one. Wes-
ton was a powerful fellow, while Cran-
brook, old and stiff, was as feeble as a
child in his hands. Blow after blow
descended on Seth's head, and in a few
moments all was over. Tho wife still
lay unconscious where she had fallen,
the husband, a few feet from her, in a
pool of blood, was gasping his last faint
sigh.

After a hurried glance at his awful'
work, the murderer turned and fled,

Gerald had walked nearly four miles,

and found himself in a very much better
temper.

As ho walked up 'to the back door,, he
heard Mollie singing a quaint old bal-

lad, the refrain of which, "Roses, red,
red roses," she repeated over and over
again. There was something wild and
sad in the tone of her voice which ar-

rested his attention, and he paused a
moment to listen. Then hurrying his
step he pushed open the kitchen door,
which sjood ajar, and entered.

As ho did so he started back horrified
at the dreadful sight which met his
eyes. There lay Seth Cranbrook, dead,
in a crimson pool, while poor Mollie sat
on tho floor beside her husband's body,
tho awful light of insanity shining in
her eyes and a meaningless smile upon
her pretty face.

There she sat, dabbling her fingers in
the blood, and still crooning: "Roses;
red, red roses."

Without stopping to think of what he
was doing, Gerald attempted to draw the
poor creature away from the corpse. She
did not recognize him, and he was com-

pelled to use some force to drag hor
from tho slowly congealing red pool,
which seemed to have an awful fascina-
tion for her. Even after he had suc-

ceeded in getting her to the other end
of the room, and returned to see wheth-
er Seth was really dead, with tho cun-
ning of a lunatic she glided swiftly
back, and dipping both hands in tho
gore, daubed it on his coat before ho
could prevent her.

Gerald uttered a hoarse cry of horror,
and seeing that he could do nothing by
himself, started on a run for tho village
to secure assistance. On, on he rushed
at the top of his speed, when suddenly,"
a wagon, in which there were three men
returning from Seabrook, turned a cor-

ner in the road. Gerald was hatless,
and his wild appearance as he ran to-

wards them excited their curiosity. At
tho very moment Weston first saw the
wagon, his hand harjpened to touch ono
of tho clots left by Mollie on his coat,
and ho suddenly remembered that she
had smeared blood on him.

His heart seemed to stand still. What
if ho should bo accused of tho crime?
Mollio was unable to tell any thing
about it just then, and might never be
any better. Ho stopped. The men
whipped up their horses and shouted to
him. He was confused, bowildered by
the danger in which ho found himself.
Without knowing what ho did he turned
and dashed into the woods which at that
point skirted tho road.

Th3t unfortunate action was enough.
Tho men sprang from their wagon and
following him into tho brush, ho was
soon overtaken. Tho blood on his
clothes was tho first thing noticed, and
confused and terrified at the awful posi-
tion in which he found himself, Gerald
refused to answer tho eager questions
showered on him, or, in fact, to say any
thing.

'"Pears like murder," said ono of his
captors.

"Yes, and like enough he has killed
old Cranbrook," said another.

After binding Gerald's hands behind
him, an operation to which ho sub
mitted passively, for ho was completely
dazed by the turn events had taken.
the captors, with their captive, drove to
tho white house.

Two hours later Gerald Weston occu-

pied a cell in the little lock-u- p, charged
with the awful crimo of murder. Ifo
ono questioned his uilt the evidence
against him was all too plain and cir-

cumstantial.
That night poor Mollio lay cold and

still with a little mito upon her marble
breast who had never opened his oyes
upon the world when ho was born into
it, and three days later tho little family
was hidden away from sight of man in
tho churchyard on the hillside.

The trial came, and in spito of Ger-

ald's statement of tho facts, tho evi-

dence was all against him, excepting in.
ono particular. This was a very impor-
tant point to bo sure, but tho jury did
not allow it to weigh against tho

chain which connected Wes-
ton with tho crime. Haskins and his
wife swore that they had seen Gerald
Weston entering Cranbrooks's house at
an hour which tallied exactly with tho
time ho would have arrived there if he
had gone direct from the beach. Turner
declared with equal positiveness that
ho had mot the prisoner three miles
away from Cranbrook's at the same hour.
The fishermen, with evident reluctance,
told of the threats made on tho beach,
and a motive for tho murder was thus
supplied. The jury's crdict of "guilty"
was generally indorsed by the people as
correct, but owing to the statement of
Turner, a petition for Executive clem-
ency w as largely signed and forwarded
to the Governor at Boston. That
official, a humano man, commuted the
death sentence to imprisonment for life.
Years passed and the hopeless, white-haire- d

convict lived on, counting the
days and hours which must elapse before
a kindly Providence should end his suf-
ferings. Many attempts had been made
to secure his releaso, but in vain. Sev
eral wealthy gentlemen, at th instance
of a California millionaire who had
taken a deep interest in the celebrated
case, had used their personal influence
with the Executivo head of the Com-
monwealth. It was urged that Weston
had but a few months to live at least,
and that his conduct during his long im-
prisonment had been faultless. Under
these circumstances a pardon was issued,
and one warm June morning, Gerald
Weston found himself outside the door
of the penitentiary with a railway pass
to Seabrook and a ten-doll- bill in his
pocket.

"Mr. Weston, I believe," said a gen-
tleman, stepping up to him.

"That is my name, sir," said the
gravely. It was the first time

in seventeen years he had heard himself
addressed as "Mr."

"I have some strange news for you."
said the gentleman. "Can you bear a
surprise?"

"After what I have endured, sir, I can
bear any thing," was tho quiet answer.

"Then it is this. Mr. Weldon "
"The gentleman in California who has

done so much for me?"
"Yes, Mr. W'eldon died a week ago yes-

terday, and left in my care, two packages.
Both were to be delivered to you if the
Governor again refused a pardon. If you
were freed I was to give you this."

The package which Jae handed to Ger-
ald Weston contained a letter from his
brother Richard, who had be- e- known
for years, and' grown rich as
In it Gerald was asked to assume the
guardianship of his two orphan nieces,
and act as executor of an estate amount
ing to more than a million.

Gerald read it through almost un
moved. He had suspected something
of this before.

, "Where is the other package?" ho
asked.

"I burned5 It, according to my instruc-
tions."

"Without. reading the inclosuro?"
Certainly."

"That is well". If it had still been in
existence I would have asked you to do
just as you have done." Chicago Jour
nal.

LEATHER GLOVES.

Of VThat They are Made Technical Terms
In the Trade.

There aro several terms in tho glove
trade that may be worth explaining.
The word "kid" really moans kid leath-
er, and there can bo little doubt that the
better grades of what purport to be such
aro mado of the cuticle of the infant
goat. About twice a year somo newspa-
per revives the old yarn that kid gloves
are made of rat-ski- n and tells how tho
rats aro hunted for that purposo in the
sewers of Paris. The only foundation
there is for tho story is that some years
ago experiments were tried with rat-skin- s.

The results were unfavorable,
tho largest skins being too small for any
but a child's glove, and the pelt too ten-
der to bo of any service

"Chevrette," a term used to distin-
guish some gloves of a dressy character
for street wear, is both French and Eng-
lish, and has several liberal meanings.
It is from "chevre," a goat, and wo are
justified in expecting a chevrette glove
to be of young goat-ski- in distinction
from tho heavy goat gloves used foi
rough work. Great progress has boon
mado, however, in tanning sheep and
lambskins in recent years, and they are
now rendered so elegant and so durable
as to bo practically indistinguishable
from goat leather in looks or w oar.

Until within a few years "dogskin
gloves" were always mado of lamb oi
goat skin, nover of the real canine cuti-
cle. Lately, however, tho difficulties oi
dressing have been overcome, and now
excellent gloves aro made of real dog-
skin, though tho quantity is not very
large. Only the finer grades of skin are
suited to street wear, tho heaviei
skins being dressed in oil for hard
usage.

Gloves called "castor" have had quite
a history. Tho word indicates tho skin
of tho beaver, but tho best French cas-

tor gloves wero formerly made of thin
deer skin, and wero soft, durable and
expensive. Latterly shaved lamb oi
sheep skin was used, and tho goods were
unsatisfactory. Theso wore displaced
by Americjm castors mado of antelope
skins from our Western plains. Thoy are
sewed with silk and aro handsome and
durable. Of late years a new leathei
has been brought out called Mocha cas-

tor. It is tho skin of tho Egyptian
sheep, and is very thin, tough and
durable, and has a rich, volvety appear-
ance.

Colt skin is a new comer for glove pur-
poses, and is an exceedingly smooth,
fine leather, suitable for in or out door
wear. Such expressions as "Craven
Tan," ," "Ganfc do Luxo,,:
and others, aro tho trade-mark- s of par-
ticular makers, and are indicative ol
special designs. Men's Outfitter.

SEMI-LIQUI- D PEAT.

Great Destruction Caused by a Deluge ol
the Stun In 1853.

The shifting of peat-bog-s in Great
Britain from one place to another is not
a rare occurrence. On tho 3rd of Janu-
ary, 1S53, a bog of Enagh Monmore,
Iroland, nearly a milo in circumference,
and several feet deep, began a move-
ment which lasted about twenty-fou- r
hours. It stopped when it had made an
advance of about a quarter of a mile.
Ponnant describes another affair of this
kind. Tho Solway moss in Scotland
was an expanse of semi-liqui- d bog, cov-

ering 1,600 acres, and lying somewhat
higher than a valley of fertile land
near Netherby. So long as tho moder-
ately hard crust near the edge was pre-
served tho moss did not flow over. On
ono occasion some peat-digge- rs impru-
dently tampered with that crust, and the
moss, moistened by heavy rains, burst
its bounds. On the night of tho 17th ol
November, 1771. a farmer who lived
near by was alarmed by an unusual
noise. He soon discovered a black deluge
was slowly rolling in upon his house,
pnd carrying every thing before it.
He hastened to give his neighbors
warning, but he could not reach all of
them. Many wcrq, awakened by the
noiso made by the Stygian tide, while
others knew nothing of its approach un
til it had entered their bedrooms. Pen-
nant says that some were surprised with
it even in their beds. These passed a
horrible night, not knowing what their
fate would be until next morning, when
their neighbors camo and rescued them
through the roofs. About three hun-
dred acres of bog flowed over four hun-
dred acres of land during the night, ut-
terly ruining the farmers, overturning
buildings, filling some of the cottages
up to the roof, and suffocating many cat-
tle. The stuff flowed along like thick
black paint, studded with lumps of more
solid peat, and it filled every nook and
crevice in its passage. It is said that a
cow stood for sixty hours up to her neck
in mud and water, but was finally hauled
out. When she was rescued she did not
refuse to eat, but would not touch water,
regarding it with as much terror as if
she were suffering from hydrophobia.
Chicago News.

The biggest edible oysters in the
world are found at Port Lincoln, South
Australia. They are as large as a din-
ner plates, and the same shape. They
are sometimes more than a foot across
the shell, and the oyster fits his shell sc
well he does not leave much margin.

A Paris correspondent writes thai
"A fashionable bride now makes a selec-
tion amons? the nresents sho receive
keeping the desirable thintrs ier herseli
and tho others to be given to future
brides of her acquaintance."

IN PURSUIT OF SNAKES. j

A. Collector's Hunt After Rather UjlJ
Looklar Reptile. '

There is a popular prejudice against
even tho most harmless snakes, and few
poop' e would carry the collector's rage
so far as to attempt the capture of an
ugly-lookin- g reptile with the baro
hands. But the born naturalist, like
the born sportsman, does not mind any
slight risk when his blood is up. In
Sherman F. Denton's "Incidents of &
Collector's Rambles," is the following
account of an incident belonging to his
stay in Australia:

Snakes were rather numerous, and ono
day, while walking in the thick scrub, I
;ame across a large, light browrt one,
soiled upon the ground. Ho was bv far
tho largest specimen I had ever seen at
largo, and was probably ten or twelve
feet long, and as thick as a man's leg at
the knee.

I thought at first I would shoot him in
the head with a light charge of shot,
and carry home his skin. Then I con-
sidered that, if taken alive, he would bo
worth five times as much. l

Feeling about in my pocket and gamo '

bag, I at last found a leather strap with
a buckle. I drew tho strap through the
buckle, making a noose, and thus armed,
started cautiously toward his snakeship,
intending to put tho noose over his
head.

As soon as I came near, he partly un- -
coiled, opened his mouth very wide,
thereby disclosing his sharp teeth, and
hissing spitefully,struckat me. I dodged
behind a small tree, and, leaning out as
far as I dared, tried soveral times to
nooso him. He was very savage, and
looked powerful enough to crush me in
his folds. At this juncture my courage
was at rather a low ebb.

After I had teased him for somo time,
he suddenly decided to leavo my com
pany, and started off at full speed. I
caught up with my gun and went after
him, and, by hard running through the
scrub, managed to head him off. Ho
stopped, coiled up again, and again I
tried tho noose. Ho was equal to tho
occasion, putting his head under his
coils in a very sulky manner; but as
soon as I reached out, and caught him
by the tail ho pulled away with great
force and started off onco more.

This time he took refugo under a
fallen tree; and beforo I could head him
off, ho was gliding down tho holo of
somo wild beast, which was partly con-

cealed by tho dead branches. I reached
tho spot just as the last two or thrco feet
wore going down; and seizing his tail
with both hands, I hung m desper-
ately.

With my feet braced against a limb of
a tree, I pulled till tho tail cracked and
snapped, as if it would break asunder.
Sometimes he pulled me within a few
inches of tho hole, and then I would
braco up on tho limb, and drag him half
way out.

At last I grow so tired that I had to
let go my hold, and, with many regr-ot-

,

I saw tho last few inches of the tail disp
appear beneath the ground.

ST. DISTAFF'S DAY.

A Thrca.il 115 Miles in Length Spun From
One Pound of Cotton.

The 7th of January is a day in which
tho elderly maidens, who are sometimes
called spinsters, should take a peculiar
interest. In old times it was known
and observed as St. Distaff's day, be-
cause it was generally then that the
women resumed, after all Christmas
holidays, the distaff and spindle. When
the spinning-whee- l was indented, along
in 1533, those ladies who used it began
to be called spinsters. This, afterward,
in legal terminology, camo to be applied
to all unmarried women, but tho namo
was an honored ono until the employ-
ment of spinning was considered too
menial for women of rank. Then it was
used contemptuously, and gradually it
camo to signify, more particularly, sin-
gle ladies of mature years. Beforo tho
spinning-whe- el was relegated to tho
garret somo extraordinary feats were
accomplished, or, as people nowadays
would say, records were made, by thoso
expert in its use. In tho year 1745 a
woman at East Dereham, in Norfolk,
spun a single pound of wool into a
thread of 84,000 yards in length, wanting
only eighty yards of forty-eig- miles.
This, at the time, was considered a per-
formance of sufficient importanco to
merit a place in the "Proceedings of tho
Royal Society" a very high honor, in-

deed. Afterward, this feat was eclipsed
by another English lady, living at Nor-
wich, who spun a pound of combed wool
into a thread of 108,000 yards: and sho
actually produced from the same weight
of cotton a thread of 203,000 yards, equal
to about 115 miles. This last thread, if
woen, would produce about twenty
yards of yard-wid-e muslin. Chicago
News. J

The Domestic of the I'erloil.
"Mr. Ilankinson. you will excuse mo

if I receive you in tin lming-roo- thi3
evening."

"Don't mention it. Miss Kajones. It
is much more cozy and homelike."

"It is not on that account, Mr. Ilank
inson, but Bridget has gone into tho
parlor to take a nap on the lounge and
given orders that she must not be dis- - j

turbed." Chicago Tribune.

A Hartford, Van Buren County,
(Mich.) man. who went West some yeara
ago, got into trouble and the California
penitentiary at the same time, and to
save his familv the disgrace caused
somebody to write to Michigan that ho
had been shot and scalped by Indians.
This would have made it all right if ho
had stayed dead, but a short time ago,
while his widow was getting her trous-

seau ready to marry a decent man, tho
villain spoiled every thing by getting
out of prison and writing homo to ask
for his family.

The great Okcfenokee swamp of
Georgia, over the proposed sale of which
at auction there have arisen interfering
complications, comprises about 450,000
acres. Much of it is high and dry and
much heavily timbered. It is one hun-

dred miles, long, and from ten to fifty
wfde, more than half being in Florida.
The place supports many forms of ani-
mal life. Its denizens are pretty rough
people. They eat honey and bunt I

bears.

USEFUL AND SUGGESTIVE.
One of the best remedies for burns-i- s

dry soda bound on closely.
Hemorrhages of the lungs or stomach-ar-
promptly checked by small doses o

salt The patient should be kept as
qniet as possible.

That formation of hard skin on tho
hands which simulates eczema can often
bo relieved by rubbing in lanoline, or
wool-fa- t, with pumice-ston- e.

It is asserted that corns and bunions
can bo relieved by painting them three
times a day with a mixture of equaL
parts of sweet-oi- l and tincturo of iodine- -

A good way to wash kid gloves-Sprea- d
out the; gloves smooth and neat.

Rub toward tho fingers with a flannel
dipped in milk and well soaped. Rub.
thorn well and dry. Tho gloves will bo
soft and clean.

Goose oil rubbed on the throat and.
chest is an old-tim- e remedy for croup,.
but after its uso the child must be kept
well covered and away from draughts,
as it is very opening to the pores, and
tho least cold often proved fatal.

Every ono who prizes good health
and intends to maintain it should lgo

in a dry rub upon going to bed.
A flesh brush is good for tho purpose,
but a good rough towel is hotter. Tho
object is to keep tho pores open and ia
healthy activity.

are warned against tho
careless habit of leaving any tea in tho
teapot to bo "warmed over," or to bo
takon cold at an hour much later than
when it was made. Tho tannin which
tea that has been long standing con-
tains, does a groat deal of mischief.

Sufferers from neuralgia aro warned
by a medical writer not to drink tea;
but to drink freely of coffee into which
tho juico of a lemon has been squeezed.
Neuralgia is said to indicato a low and
depressed stato of vitality. Tho host
remedy is to build up and fortify the.
constitution.

An excellent remedy for whooping
cough is to pour boiling water on flax
seed, steep it some timo, strain, and to
6very pint of tea add enough granulated
sugar or honey to make a thick sirup,
and after boiling thoni togethor a few
minutes put in the juico of two lemons.
It is said a low spoonfuls takon oftoa
will soon relievo the cough.

For rheumatism beat ono egg, yolk
and white together, add ono wineglass-fu- l

of brown vinegar, and ono wine-glassf- ul

of turpentine. Let tho mixture
stand one hour, then put in bottlo and
cork. Evening and morning rub tho
part affected with tho pains with tho
above mixture. It is also useful to rub
on tho neck when tho throat is soro,
or on tho chest when tho cold is thore.

Any ono who suffers from chilblains
will bo glad to try the following remedy
recommended by a writor in Arthur's
Homo Magazine: 1 mado a strong solu-
tion of white oak bark as hot as I could
bear, and bathed my feet every night.,
beforo retiring. It mado a perfect euro.
I had been troubled so much that I used
to dread tho cold weather on tbot ac-

count; my feet would festor and bo so
swollen and sore that I could not wear
shoes. Now, I havo had no chilblains.
since I applied this remedy, agoodmany
"years ago."

TO REDUCE FRICTION.
Social Laws Whose Oicrvance ! Essen-

tial to Good Fellowship.
Social laws aro humanizing influences

when obeyed understandingly. They
may seem to oppress, at times, free
movement, but that oppression is de-

velopment, for it forces us to Iho in
obedience to a system; and obedience to
system means order, and order is Heav-
en's first law. Obedienre to social laws
not only reduces friction, but it spares
lovo many wounds. How many times
is love fatally wounded by the omission
of an act that is simply one of courtosy,
and which would never be omitted be-

tween strangers except through ignor-
ance! Indeed, it would seem sometimes
that wo tried to show our affection by
the omission of acts of courtesy. Thoro
is no doubt that separations between
members of the same family would
many times havo been avoided had so-

cial laws been obeyed, had not liborty
been taken with the law of love.

Not long since a young girl, one of
three intimate school friends, died. Ono

'

of tho threo had married and moved
away from her native city. An accident
a few months ago to a member of her
family caused her friends to write let-
ters of sjmpathy which remained un-

acknowledged. All through tho sick
girl's delirium she asked for the letter
from her friend which had never been
received. After her death tho friend
gavo every evidence of warm affection,
but it was too lato to remove ono pang
from the loving heart that was still, and
which had been woundod so carelessly.
If the knowledge ever comes to her, it
will leave a memory that will nover bo
blotted out. It is just this possibility
of being separated by death that should
make us careful to observe tho law of
kindly living, for that is all that social
forms imply or demand, and kindness is
the foundation of happiness.

Obedience to social laws does not
mean cold formality, any more than
obedience to moral laws means sancti-
moniousness. Either or both express a
certain harmoniousnoss of nature, a
blending of heart and head that means
an emotional nature well balanced.

Frequently people do not obey .social
laws in the circle bounded by friend-
ship, because of a fear that such obedi-
ence among close friends would savor of
gush, and they unconsciously are rude
where they meant to give only the im-

pression of reserve. Reoervo is a quality
to be cultivated when it is not possessed
by the individual, but reserve is neither
iciness nor slovenliness in expression of
feeling. It is the nice sense of what
should be said and when to say it. Re-

serve should be a gato, not a stone wall,
and it should be a gate that swings
easily both ways; it should be a means
of exit as well as ingress, and it should
be developed in harmony with naturo
and the laws of life. Gush, and reserve
that means silence, aro tho extremes to
avoid, and a means of keeping them in
check is obedience to the social laws
whose forms are, as wo have said be-

fore, tho basis of kindly living for ev-

ery degree of relationship. Christian.
Union.
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